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But alas 1 alas for the " Heart's Delight" I
Grievous now is her perilous plight.
In front and rear and on either hand
The furious foe determined stand,
And mad at the insult to their pride,
They hem her in on every side.
The billows of cloud by the guns are lit
With the sulphurous gleam of that dark pit
"Where fiends in torment for ever flit.
The cannon spout their spurts of fire
In torrents of desolation dire.
Their thunder outroars Heaven's mighty sound,
And quells the ire of the deep profound,
As if the wrath of men below
Could even Almighty God overthrow.
The "Heart's Delight" is naught but a wreck, A shambles red is her broken deck. Her masts are tottering, her rigging torn,
Her sides are sorely rent, And heavy she rolls like a thing forlorn.
Whose life is nearly spent.
A third of her men are dying or dead,
But the rest with courage stern, Which knows no fear nor allows defeat,
And failure cannot learn, Aye ready at death to make a mock, All bulldogs of the British stock, They worked their guns with a frenzied zeal, Careless of wounds or woe or weal,